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WEST OF THE PECOS
By E. L. STEVE STEPHENS
in 1889 in a log house in east Texas. My father
old time cow puncher west of Ft. Worth before I
Iwaswasborn.an When
I was four years old my father and mother
WAS BORN

started me to school. It was two and one-half miles to the
school house. My brother older and me we walked to school
seven months out of the year. I went two terms there. I can
remember when I was 3 years old on Christmas Day I saw my
Daddy dancing with a catch rope in his hand with his boots
and spurs on. He had talked to me many times about the
woolly west that got in my blood.
. When I was 6 years old we moved to West Texas where
Snyder, Texas, is and lived there one year. I went to school
there. Had 7 months school. I was seven years old then~ It
was dry. Not much grass and water for the cows and horses
and we went farther west where P'lains, Texas, is now. Was
a small school. Was 8 kids in school there. I was 8 years old.
In the year of 1898 I went with my Father across the
Pecos River where he traded for some bronc ponies. All
across the plains of New Mexico the grass drug on the saddle
stirrups. The grass was sure fine. Several times my father
told me when we got them ponies we would move to New
Mexico.
And we moved to New Mexico in 1899. It was in the LFD
range. If a man had any stock he had to have a watering
place. My daddy filed on a water right in the spring of 1900.
I talked to the wagon boss for the LFD. I asked him for a job.
81
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His name was Charley Walker. He told me to come on over
but the wagon wouldn't start until it rained.
I saddled up one and packed another one and went over.
It was about 30 miles to the headquarters. It was the first of
March and it rained and the wagon started in April, around
the 5th day in April. The wagon boss sent the freight wagon
in to Roswell, New Mexico, after chuck to feed the cow punChers and brought the wagon cook back. And then the wagon
cook got busy getting the chuck wagon ready. The cook had
to scrub out the chuck box and scrub all the pots and pans.
The morning of the 3rd day of April the wagon cook had
breakfast at 4 o'clock. The cow punchers began to gather in.
The boss had us punchers to round up the horses and all the
outlaws too. About that time they were about 30 cowboys had
come in to work. At that time we had gathered 500 head of
saddle horses. In the morning of the 4th of April the boss cut
us punchers seven head of horses apiece. We had a rodeo
every time we changed horses. They sure were wild ponies.
A few days before then the boss had told me he was going to
put me as horse wrangler. A few days after the wagon
started I rode up by the side of the boss. I said,
"Mr. Walker, how about putting me on the drive with
you?"
That was Mr. Walker. He didn't give me any answer then.
A few days later he rode out where I was. He said,
"Steve, you can go on the drive in the morning with me."
That tickled me. The headquarters was the old Four
Lakes. A few years before then that was an old Indian fort.
The first weeks we cut cows and calves and branded the
calves. Some time in the roundup we had 10,000 head of cattle
in one roundup. We rounded up and worked cattle every day.
We didn't get through with that work until some time in
August and the chuck wagon pulled in to headquarters. And
we stayed around headquarters about two weeks then the
chuck wagon started out again. That time we gathered fat
cows and steers getting ready to drive them to market. It was
in October when we got ready to start to Trinidad, Colorado,
where we turned the cattle over. That was a wild country. We
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stayed around there a week. Them gambling dives and wild
gals. I was a young lad. I was with the rest of the cow pokes.
While we stayed in Trinidad, Colorado, we went to a rodeo.
What I mean it was a bugger rodeo. The cow pokes entered
me in the cow riding. I got bucked off the first day but after
the first day I had their number.
We left there to return to headquarters. It was the last
day in November when we got back to the ranch. All the cow
punchers left to go to their homes to wait for next spring
works. The next morning after we got in there sure was a
bunch waiting to get paid. Thirty-five of us cow punchers
waiting. The wagon boss sent the colored boy after me. He
told me to get ready. He was going to put me in a camp until
spring. But he didn't say where. The next morning after all
the cowboys got gone but 6 he told the colored boy to hook
. up·the mules to the buck board. Loaded up with horse feed
. and chuck for me to eat and sent me to the old 80 Ranch to
spend the rest of winter. I saddled one and drove the rest
behind the buckboard. When me and the colored boy reached
the old 80 we unloaded. The colored boy stayed all night. The
next morning he left to go back to headquarters. It sure did
look wild and woolly. It would be 2 and 3 weeks before I
would see anyone some time. The boss would come by. Maybe
he would stay all night with me.
The wind would blow and wolves would howl and the
skunks would come on the porch and fight. And the big blue
rats. We called them pack rats for they would carry everything they could find loose. We had to keep everything pulled
from the table we set on if didn't the rats would get on the
table and carry everything off the table. That was a great
life for a younglad. Well spring was here. The boss came by
and told me he would send Joe down and get my horse feed
I had left and my chuck. This Joe was the colored boy. Some
of the cow pokes would say,
"Well, Steve, how did you like [it] down there?"
I said, "It wasn't bad. It was a little rough for a
youngster."
This was the spring of 1901. Well by this time it had
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rained and we begin to get ready for the spring work. The
wagon boss sent the wagon first in to Roswell to get chuck
and about that time he began hiring cowboys and the wagon
cook lived in Roswell, New Mexico. We have got the saddle
horses together. We counted 515 head. The boss came around
and he asked how many we had and we told him.
He said, for me and ten other cowboys to go in [the]
morning to Wolf Draw to see if we could find some more mustangs. We left the next morning at 3 o'clock. We gathered
20 head more. For they will be 37 cowboys in by the last of
the week.
Well, on the morning of 7-April-1901, the chuck wagon
pulled off from headquarters. There were 547 saddle horses
and 37 cowboys. We had a wild west show every day. We went
south over a hundred miles to the south of the range. There
was where the work began. We rounded up and cut cows
and calves, cut and branded calves for 60 days. When we
finished that work we pulled in to headquarters and rested
a week. Then the chuck wagon and cowboys went back south
to start the fall roundup, to gather fat cows and fat steers.
When we finished that roundup we started to market with
the fat cows and steers. Mr. Tom White was the owner of
the LFD. He sold this bunch to a cow dealer in the north
part of Colorado. So we left to deliver this bunch up there.
We left with 1400 head of cows and steers. We had lots of
trouble that trip with the Indians [?] and rainy weather.
The creeks and rivers were up. We got them delivered at last.
We rested 3 days on our way back when we got to Raton.
We stopped over there for 3 days. There was a big wild west
show going on: Some of the cow punchers would get some of
the money. Well some did. That was a small place, but tough.
We got back to headquarters the last of November. The cowboys was around to get paid so they could go home. When
everything got settled down the boss told me,
"Steve, you get everything ready. We are signing you
under the Cap Rock to the old track camp." I staid there the
rest of the winter. I sure didn't see anyone but didn't have
too much work to do. But more wolves and bob cats and
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skunks, and it was warmer. The cold wind could hit you so
bad. Was behind a hill. Well spring was coming on. We had
some rain in March. The grass was trying to come. It was
about the first around my birthday around April first, 1902.
The boss sent the colored boy to move my chuck and horse
feed back to headquarters to begin getting ready for another
spring work but the boss didn't send me on the first works.
He sent me over to the DZ ranch to work through with them.
I was over there three or four weeks and I hadn't been back
at the headquarters but a few days when the wagon pulled
in off the first roundup. But the outfit started gathering the
fat cows and steers a week later. Pulled out south [for] the
fall work and [he] sent me that time. We worked the plains
first and then we dropped over on the Pecos River and worked
up the Pecos River about east of Artesia, N. M. Was 2 stores
and the Post Office at that time. Pulled across to the headquarters. Stayed around there 2 or 3 days. Then pulled out
for Pueblo, Colo. We followed the Pecos River. Went by Ft.
Sumner. It was a stage coach fort. They was tough ho~bres
there. We camped east about 2 miles. The one that was not
on guard rode over to see what was going on. That was a
little rough. It looked to me like all the outlaws in the country
was there. We didn't get into any trouble. We travelled on
north until we reached Colorado. We was held up for a few
days on account of high water. Finally we reached Bear
Creek Ranch and turned the cattle over to the outfit that
bought .them. And we turned back to Four Lake Ranch, the
LFD ranch east of Roswell. That was a rough trip. The
chuck wagon pulled in for the rest of the winter. The cow
punchers got paid and left for their homes. Some of the boys
hadn't had a haircut or shave for 2 or 3 months. You can
figure how they looked. Well Christmas was around the
corner. I had told the boss I wanted to go home for a month
and he told me I could. It had been 2 years since I had been
home to see Mom and Dad. I reached home in time for Christmas. I stayed home 5 weeks. While I was at home I run into
Mr. Miller, owner of the 101 Ranch in the northwest part
of New Mexico and he wanted me to go to work for him.
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He had a big outfit, but not as large as LFD. He said, "Steve,
I will give you $30 a month." That was top wages then. I told
him I would work for him when I returned to headquarters.
When I got back to the ranch I saddled up one of my ponies
and packed the other one and pulled out. It was over two
hundred miles to the 101 Ranch. When I reached the ranch
that outfit was ready to go to work. It wasn't but a few days

when the chuck wagon pulled out. That was the spring of
1903. I didn't like the look of that outfit, but I figured I made
a bad stab. The boss of that outfit cut me a mount of them
limberneck ponies. The boss said, "Steve, you ride them."
They was some pretty good ponies there and some no good.
When the boss cut the ranhand ponies out for me I run
them in another corral. One of the tough-looking ones say,
"I wonder what he is going to do?" I heard him but I never
said anything. When the boss got through cutting the boys'
mounts out to them one of the boys who seemed to like me
said, "Steve, what are you going to do?" I said, "I am going
to ride them all today." I was just a young button, I kept
my mouth shut. When I pulled myoId cack and drug it to
the corral and threw it on the fence some of the tough-looking
boys were waiting to see. I didn't stay but a year. I didn't
like that outfit.
On or around the 5th of April, 1904, I saddled one of my
ponies and packed the other one and left the Springer country
where grass was knee-high for the Pecos River country. I
went through old Wagonmound. I travelled the Old Santa Fe
Trail. Went by the old Ft. Union. It was off the Santa Fe
Trail a little way. I stayed overnight there. Next morning I
left for Las Vegas. I got there without much trouble. I put
iny horses in a wagon yard once was a stage coach terminal
and I went up in town. I wasn't there an hour until I was
shooting craps. One was killed. They drug him out the back
door. All the lights was shot out. I got out of that place and
walked in another place to get a cup of coffee and a bite to
eat. I set down close to the door.
Before they brought my coffee an old cowpoke went by.
It was Hackberry Slim. I met him in Colorado at a wild west
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show. He said to me, "Steve, what are you doing?" I said,
"I worked for some of these outfits." He said, "You can go
to work for this outfit I ar:p. working for." The boss will
be in town in 2 or 3 days to load the chuck wagon up. Going
to work in a few days was nothing said about that until the
next day. Well we finished eating and walked out the door
about that time a fight started across the street. After it
settled down Slim and I walked over there. We heard it was
over one of the Redlight Hall. The pimps jumped a bunch of
the cowboys out. About that time it was about one or so. We
went to bed.
The next morning we got up about 5 o'clock and went
downstairs and stopped in a saloon to get a shot before we
eat. Everything was quiet. Was a few thugs on the street.
Slim and I stopped in Peg Place to get a cup of coffee and a
bite to eat. In came two tough-looking men. They set down
at a table and said to Peg they wanted a shot of wine. Peg
said we don't serve drink in here. You can get it across the
street. We don't want to walk over there. Peg said you will
if you get any. One of them said to the other one us send
that lad to get us a drink. That was me they was speaking
about. I didn't go. They drink a cup of coffee and left out.
Well the day rolled around and dark was coming on. The
gamblers and gals begin to show up. In all the joints that
was the second day I was there. Slim and I make all the
dives. It was a tough place. All the~old miners and the cattle
thieves was in town. We we made through the night. We kept
our bed at the hotel. We got up and went to get a cup of
coffee. We seen 3 or 4 knocked in the head and robbed in a
dark place. Well coming the third day I was there. Late in
the evening the boss of the DI ranch come in and the man
was driving the chuck wagon was eight mules huck to the
wagon. The boss had the wagon loaded up with every thing
to eat. The man drove down to the wagon yard and unhuck
and feed the mules and we went up to eat. The boss and Slim
and the freight wagon driver and myself taken all the saloons
and gambling houses in. The boss hired several cowboys to
be at the ranch in a week. Well that night we looked all them
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joints over. We sure did see some tough looking guys. The
beard and the hair was about six months old.
The next morning we got ready and left town. The boss
was in the buckboard. They travelled faster than Slim and I.
Slim and Me we didn't get to the ranch that day. We camped
out early the next morning we started out. So we came upon
a cowboy but the cowboy wasn't there but we cooked and
eat and drink coffee. No one showed up we pulled out and
got to the ranch about one o'clock. The cook fixed us some
dinner. We lay around the rest of the day.
There were six cowboys come in to go to work. Slim knew
of them but I didn't know any of them. The bull was kneedeep around there. I didn't say anything. One said to me,
"What was my name." "Steve is what they call me." One of
the boys asked Slim where did you see the kid? Slim said
in Colorado. That was the first day what taken place.
The next morning about 4 o'clock the old cook said come
and get it. We eat and the wrangler and two other cow pokes
went out and drove the ponies in. Some nice looking horses.
Some sure was wild. Drove the ponies in the corral. The boss
come out with a catch rope in his hand. The third pony he
roped was a dun. He said here Steve you can ride him. I
saddled him up in a big corral and full [fool] a little while
with him and stepped on. He tried to buck. I held him up.
By that evening most of the cowboys had gathered in.
The boss had hired in Las Vegas. Well the cow work began
and the wild west show started. That was a very good outfit
to work for. The country was rough. Canyons was deep and
bruse [brushy]. The cattle was wild and the ponies too. I
stayed there 2 years and wen to town 3 times in the 2 years.
Going in to the spring of the second year they hired a
button was a smart alec. It went on for about six months.
The boss sent 4 of us punchers to Dog Canyon west of Encino
and when we got back late that evening we was unsaddling
this dun pony. The first one I rode was standing out there was
sweaty. Someone had rode him. It made me mad. I found out
this smart guy had rode this pet pony of mine. I told him to
keep his saddle off my ponies. We had a few words. That dun
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pony made a top cutting horse. He was 3 years old. When I
went to work there he hadn't been rode but a few times. I
was the only one who rode him. The two years I worked
there, but one time smarty rode him.
About a month before I quit I told the boss I was quitting
in April. All he said was, "Steve, you better stay on." The
evening before I left the next day I went out and drove my
ponies in and put them in the corral and fed them some corn.
I was in the barn. Slim said, "Steve, why don't you stay on?"
I said, "No, Slim, I think it best for me to quit and leave for
I don't want to have any more trouble with that guy. It might
be too bad for one of us."
The next morning I went out to the corral and caught
one of my horses. I called him Zebra Dun. He was a dun with
black stripes around his legs. He hadn't had a saddle on in a
year. He sure was fat and frisky. Slim said, "Steve will be
back." I said, "Yes, if you fool with him." Then I went and
caught my other pony and put my bedroll on him and led
them out the gate. The boss came out and said, "Steve if
you come back this way you got a job." Well I mounted and
headed for Las Vegas.
The second day I reached Las Vegas. I put my ponies in
the same stage coach wagon yard I did before. I left my .38
Colts at the yard and walked up to get a cup of coffee and a
bite to eat. And then I was walking around and I went in all
the gambling joints and seen several of the cowboys I had
worked with. They wanted to buy me a drink. I said 0 K,
then I bought them a drink. Them boys didn't know when
I god a chance I poured it in the spittoon. I never drink with
anyone. They thought I was but I wasn't. I tongued the
bottles. It paid those days not to get too thick with anyone.
It was getting a little late so I went back to the stage coach
barn and unrolled my bed roll.
It was long after I went to the barn. It started at one of
the gambling dens. They had a free for all. The next morning
I was saddling up. The man who run the stage coach barn
came out where I was and said, "Steve, why don't you help
me a while. I will feed your ponies and pay you, too. I said,
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"Fine, Stinson, I will help you a little while." It was the last
of November and it was getting cold and bad weather. I had
been there about a month. One of his drivers got cripples
and Jim said Steve [you drive], it was about the middle of
December. I mounted the stage coach. My first stop was
Pecos. That was on the Pecos River where the Santa Fe
Trail and EI Paso came together. The next stop was Ft.
Marcy and that was where I turned back.
It took two days to return to Las Vegas. The weather was
bad and the Indians wanted to look us over. I had the U. S.
Mail and three passengers. Two were going on to Saint Louis.
I stayed around there two months. Early in the spring of
1905 I was 15 years old. The big boss of the Diamond A Ranch
came into Las Vegas on the stage coach on his way to the
ranch. He was from Saint Louis. I hit him up for a job. Time
he knew my name he said Steve you can come on any time
you want to you have a job now. I had to wait several days
the weather was bad and the snow was bad. It was around
a hundred miles over to the ranch.
Well the weather warmed up and the snow about all gone.
About 10 or 15 of April I saddled my dun pony and packed
the other one and rode out of Las Vegas. I rode about 20
miles, the first day. My pony was soft and his feet were
tender. I came up on a cow camp and stayed all night. There
was one cowboy there. He invited me down and stay all night.
We got up early the next morning. I didn't sleep much. Slept
with one eye open. We cooked breakfast and made coffee
and eat. I left about sunup. He told me it was about 25 or 30
miles to the headquarters of the outfit he worked for so I
pulled out. I kept on the lookout. I used my field glasses to see
if everything was all right. The country was rough. Everything else was too. I saw lots of Navajo Indians, but they
didn't see me. I could tell about what they were going to do,
but then all I saw were on the go. I finally reached the ranch
that cowboy told me about. There was a trail about a mile
over the ridge. I followed it. It would carry me to the camp.
The trail was very dim at times. The country had deep canyons in it.
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They was a hard looking bunch of cowpokes. Hadn't
shaved or cut their hair in a long time. And we went in the
house and the cook said come and get supper. It was ready
we all got us a plate and got some beans and bread. In another pot was meat and it was bear meat. We all but one
sat down on the floor and put our plates between our legs.
I found out later that was the boss. He didn't have much to
say. Well, after supper all but the boss and myself had a big
poker game. The way everything looked they got paid. I was
just a fuzzy-faced kid but they never asked me to play with
them. I never did play poker in my life. Everything went off
O. K. that night.
The next morning the cook had breakfast at 3 :30. After
we ate some of the pokes went out and drove the ponies in,
but I kept my ponies in the corral. The boss caught the horses
for the cowboys. I was sitting on the fence watching them
saddle up. Those ponies were a little snakey. The boss said
we will go up and get us a cup of coffee. Well, all got saddled
up and left. We went and got us a cup of coffee. He asked
my name. I said I go by Steve. He asked me where had I been
working. I told him. He offered me a job. I thanked him, but
I was going to work for the Diamond A. I saddled and pulled
out. He told me about a camp I could make before sundown
if the Indians wasn't at a watering place. It happened so
there weren't any Indians there.
I made it to the cow camp with a little trouble. There was
a cowboy there. I stayed all night. Things didn't look so good.
On his bed was a Winchester and two pistols. He was a little
nervous and I was too. I told him I was going to work for the
dimae. He said that was a big outfit. I didn't sleep much. I
watched him. We had coffee and a bite to eat. He fixed me a
lunch. I saddled up and pulled out. He told me about how far
it was. I figured I could make it by the middle of the evening
if I had no trouble getting through Navajo country.
I reached the headquarters before sundown. There were
3 or 4 cowpunchers around there when I rode up. The big
man I hired out to came walking down to the lot. He hollered
and said. "Get off, Steve." Those other pokes walked around
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where we were talking. The boss asked me when did I leave
Las Vegas. I said four days ago about sundown. Then four
more cowboys came in. One of them I had seen several times
in Colorado at a wild west show two years before. But he
didn't know me.
I never did anything for a week. I just fooled around with
the boss. The boss' name was Pack. I never learned his sur
name. I stayed there three years. He sent the chuck wagon
in to Santa Fe to get chuck for the cow work started soon.
The next day after the chuck wagon left for Santa Fe the
boss left for Santa Fe to round up a bunch of cowboys. He
was gone 5 days. But before he left for Santa Fe he had those
cowpunchers to round up a bunch of saddle ponies. The day
he left for Santa Fe he cut me nine good ponies.
While he was gone I just fooled around and rode all of
my mounts that the ponies he cut out for me to ride when
we were working stock. Them long haired cowboys never
asked me to go with them any time. They didn't know I was
going to work there. At the breakfast table they asked me if
I ever punched cattle much. I said not much. One of thl?m
cowboys asked me where I was going when I came here. Just
fooling around. He said lad this a big cow outfit. I asked are
the ponies salty. He said yes. I had done figured it was a tough
and wild country. I said to myself I can take it.
The boss came in. He was in the buckboard. Then the
chuck wagon came in next day and had a bunch of cowboys.
The next morning we had coffee and a bite to eat. He sent
some of the cowboys out to round up some ponies. When they
came in they put the horses in the corral. All of the cow
punchers came dragging their saddles to the corral. The boss
opened the gate to the corral with a catch rope in his hand.
There were twelve of us cowboys. He roped all of us hands a
pony. Not much fun that mounting. And he sent all of us to
gather more horses.
We were gone nearly all day. We got in with 75 head of
horses. The next morning the boss cut all the cowboys out
their mounts. What I meant by mount was nine horses. What
they rode working cattle. Well, the horses were wild and
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salty. We had a good wild west show every day until we got
them tamed down. Well the chuckwagon pulled out on the
east side of the Rio Grande River. We travelled three days
and pitched camp and we worked cattle about a week. We
ate and slept at the chuckwagon. After that we packed mules
and ponies and went up in the mountains. It was so rough
we couldn't take the wagon up there. Left some of the cow~
boys at the chuck wagon to herd the cattle. We were up in
the mountains a week. It was rough for a button, but I didn't
let on. One of them jokers rode up by me and said how do
you like it? I said just right. It suits me. We didn't know you
was going to work for this outfit. I said I had to have a meal
ticket. Same as you. That was all I said. He still popped off.
I just looked at him. I had his number.
Every night so they could they played poker. I never did
take any part in poker playing. We finished working up in
the mountains. We moved northeast about 20 miles and
stayed there a few days. We were on that cow work a little
over two months. The cows and steers we gathered we held
around headquarters for a while till we worked Cisco Canyon.
That was east of headquarters. That was a rough work over
there. We killed two cows and gave to the Isleta Indians to
get along. Well, we finally finished over there and returned
to the ranch and in a day or so we started to Arizona with the
herd of cattle we were gone over 40 days we had tough luck.
On the way over we lost some horses. Some of the cowboys said the Indians got them. But Pack, the boss, seemed
to think outlaws got them. There were cattle rustlers and
outlaws in that country then. Well, we returned back to the
ranch. It was in November. It was getting cold by then. Well,
all the cowboys got paid and left but four of us stayed. I
stayed. Didn't do too much work. Just scouted the range and
watched the other gap in the mountains so the cows would
come through going south. Well, J made the winter all right.
Spring was coming on. Won't be long the work begin. The
way everything is looking we are going to have a bad and
rough one. We were about out of fresh meat.
One morning the boss said Steve J- will go with you this
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morning. So we saddled up and rode off. We were a few miles
from the ranch. We topped a ridge and looking down in a
canyon. I pulled out my field glasses and looked around. Never
said another word. Handed them to him. Looked down the
canyon. Somebody else was out of meat, too. We watched
them till they left. So we rode up the ridge a little ways. We
saw several big buck deer. We swung back to the ranch and
across a wide canyon and up on the other side and seen some
Indians driving a small bunch of cows. We rode around
ahead of them and hid out to see if they were driving Diamond A cows, but they weren't.
We went on. Went a mile or so. We looked down the canyon and saw several deer. I said to the boss I will shoot first,
if I miss you get him as he comes out. We dressed the deer.
It was a nice one. We carried it in. All of us done the cooking.
The first one in he started supper. We got in. We started
supper and were frying liver when the other boys got in. One
said, John what are you cooking. Bobcat he said. Made some
soda bisquit and gravy. Good eating.
The boss sent the man that drove the freight wagon into
Santa Fe after supplies. We all were out of Bull Durham
smoking tobacco. Everyone smoked Bull Durham. The man
who drove the wagon, I told him to bring me back a caddy of
.38 shells. I gave him the money. I didn't have many .38 shells
left. It took 8 days to make the trip to Santa Fe and back.
It took six mules to pull the chuck wagon. Well, the wagon
had been gone nine days. The morning of the tenth day the
boss said boys, hook the horses to the hack. I am going to meet
the wagon. He had trouble. He said, Steve, come and go with
me. So we pulled out. We had gone about a mile and met the
wagon. He was bunged up. I took care of everything. Some
of us was out of Bull Durham by then.
In May, 1906, the boss told us cowboys we was going up
on No Gall to gather some horses. We packed several ponies
and mules. I was 16 years old in April. I had been in that part
one time. It was wild and woolly, but the boss know all them
guys was tough lookers. We was tough lookers but about
every 5 or 6 months we would cut each other's hair with the
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mule shears. But these guys I believe they had a hair cut and
shave in a year. But they treated us very nice. We stayed
around there several days and gathered the horses that belonged to the Diamond A. When we got through and ready
to start with the horses them guys looked through the horses
to see if we were driving off some that didn't belong to the
Diamond A Ranch. We returned to the ranch with ponies.
Some good ones. Some no good.
I had been on this ranch over a year and hadn't seen a
white woman if you wasn't a stag you would be. Fall was
coming on. Pack, the boss said at the breakfast table he said,
Boys 3 of you can go to town. We decide who would go first.
I would go in the last bunch. They was gone several days and
they came back. And we went to town. It seemed funny. We
went to the stage coach yard and put up our ponies and went
up into the rawhide town and I got cleaned up. Them others
stopped at the first saloon we came to. I got cleaned up. I
had my boots shined and I got me a good pair of trousers
and a good shirt and a big, black silk handkerchief. Then I
went to find them guys.
They was still in that saloon, they went in. I went up to
them. Well, Steve, you got cleaned up. You said you was.
Steve are you going to give the gals a whirl? I said maybe.
They knew I never drank, but one asked me did I want a
drink. I said I didn't believe I do. One of the boys went in
the back of the saloon. Was a bunch of girls and pimps. After
a while we went back to see about him.One of the gals and a
pimp had him in room fixing to roo I him for his money. We
went in and got him. The gal said he was going to stay here
with me. The pimp shut the door. One of the boys jerked the
door open and knocked the pimp out the door. The gal interfered. I said gal, quiten down, you might get the water
slapped out of you. We left out of that joint. Things was
fixing to get rough.
Well, the boys went and got cleaned up. I said boys you
are old enough for my daddy. You don't want to get drunk
where you don't know what you are doing for the gals will
take your money. Well we stopped in a cafe to get a cup of
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coffee and a bite to eat. That gal and that boy we had that
run in with they said, Boys are you coming over tonight. I
said maybe, but we didn't go. It sure was a rough and tough
town for the gold miners came into town and got drunk and
fight with them guys [,] never did work [,] wait for the
miners come to town [,] cheat in gambling dens or knocked
them in the head just any way to get their money. I saw
several real battles cut and shut.
My buddy and I stayed in town seven days. One of my
buddies got his hand crippled one night. Was 4 miners and
me and my two buddies was in the nicest joint was in town.
We was dancing with the girls. Some was drinking. I don't
know what happened. It started in a room. A gal came
tumbling back into the parlor where we was dancing. Here
come about a dozen pimps and then the little ball started to
rolling. One of them thugs picked up a chair and hit one of
my buddies over the head. I picked up a beer bottle and broke
the neck of that [one], was pretty good. It didn't last long.
Several got bunged up.
Well, we loaded up with Bull Durham smoking tobacco
and .38 and .45 pistol bullets and started back to the ranch.
It taken us three days to get back. We rode up and unsaddled.
The boss rode up about that time. Peat had his hand wrapped
up. He said, "How are you?" OK we said. I had a knot on my
head. In a day or two we started to work. We put in 60 days
hard and rough work branding calves. But after that we rode
all time. Didn't do much work. We branded a few calves all
along. The weather was getting bad. Watch a few gaps in
the mountains.
Well spring was here.. We begin to get everything ready
to send the freight wagon to town to get supplies for the
spring work. It was the spring of 1907. I was 17 years old
in April. In May the chuck wagon pulled out from the ranch.
The second day after leaving the ranch one of the boys god
bad hurt and the boss sent me back with him. I staid around
there with him. I didn't do much. I had to stay close around
for about a month. I practised shooting and I made a fish
hook out of a horse shoe nail. It wasn't but a few yards to
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the creek. Sometimes I was lucky. The wagon was gone a
little over two months.
About three weeks before the chuck wagon pulled in about
sunrise I was at the corral two men rode up and asked did
I have any chuck I said yes, a little. I started to open the gate
to go out. One of the men drawed his gun and said stop and
put your hands on the gate. I had my .38 but they had me
covered. One held a gun on me and the other one went to
the house. Tom said I thought that was you. The man said
stick your hands up and face to the wall. He got what chuck
he wanted and marched Tom down where I was. One jerked
my gun and pitched over the fence and rode off looking back.
They was tough-lookers.
The last two weeks the chuck wagon was out Tom and I
went and met it and worked with them. Pack the boss asked
Tom how he was. He said I believe I will make it. The ponies
I rode' sure was fat. No one had rode them. The second morning after Tom and I got to the wagon I got bucked off and
spring my ankle. The boys wrapped it in brown paper and
poured vinegar on it. In a few days it was in very good shape.
We finished that work. Fall was coming on us. We had some
scouting to do to brand' the calves we m'issed in the work.
Well, we finished that stray work. By that time it had snowed
some. We had a bad winter. All the cattle rustlers worked
the country ever where.
Well the spring of 1908 was here, The boss sent the freight
wagon to town after chuck. That was groceries. But we had
fresh meat the year round. This was a hard year. The big
men from Kansas City came to Santa Fe. The men owned
the Diamond A Ranch. Some time in May the chuck wagon
left the ranch for the spring work. Was 14 cowboys and a
cook and he was a good one. We mark and branded the calves
and held all the fat cows and steers. Some of the steers was
7 and 8 years old. Horns long as a man's arm and sure was
wild. A tenderfoot could [not?] take it. Them days you had
to take it or you would [not?] stay, you had to be wild and
quick on the draw and a good bronc rider to work anywhere
west of the Pecos River.

98

NEW MEXICO HISTORICAL REVIEW

We finished branding and the chuck wagon pulled into the
ranch. We had gathered 500 big steers and fat cows and we
started to Colorado with the cattle. We was 40 days. We
travelled up the old north Santa Fe Trail. We watered at the
Eagle Nest Lake there where we run into trouble. The Jicarilla Indians come up on us. The wagon boss went out where
Indian Chief was. They was a big bunch of them. We didn't
know what would be the outcome of that. But the boss told
the chief to pick him out a big fat cow and he did. The boss
told me to cut the one he picked so I did and he killed her
with his bow and arrow. I had some beads in a Bull Durham
tobacco sack. I poured them out in my hand and he got a
string. He patted me on the head. I knew I had it made then.
We stayed there 11;2 days watering the cattle out. After
dinner the second day we pulled out. We travelled up the
Santa Fe Trail. Went through Raton and into Colorado and
delivered the cattle. Was a big wild West rodeo going on in
Tranidad, Colorado. We stayed there three days and taken
the rodeo in. Some of us punchers entered all the bronc riding
shows. We drew every day. The second day was 4 of us drew.
Was 2 prizes. The first prize was $500. The second prize was
$250. They was three boys and one girl and then we drawed
who we was going to ride against, so it fell my way to ride
against the girl.
Her name was Goldy Smith. So we drawed to see who
rode first. She rode first so she came out of the chute on a bay
pony. He was a good pony. They drove a buckskin pony in
the chute and I buckled my saddle on him and crawled on
him and said let him out. He done everything but chin the
moon. I could see his head. The girl beat me on points. She
got the money, so I went over where she was and thanked
her and patted her on the back. She said Steve what are you
going to do tonight after the show. Go over to the dance I
guess. I will see you there. After the rodeo over that night
us boys went to the chuck wagon. I said boys I am going to
the dance so I got cleaned up and went.
I had been there a few minutes. The music started. They
was three girls sitting over to one side. I walked over asked
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for this dance. It was O. K. We danced that set. I thanked her.
I didn't dance the next set. I was staI1-ding close in the door
against the wall looking everything over. I saw this girl
Goldy come in. Her and this man she come in with went to
dancing. It was her Dad. So I stayed there. Her and her Pop
danced by. She gave me a smile. ,When that set was over come
over where I was she said the next one are ours. She made
me acquainted with several boys and girls. She was a good
sport. They all showed me a good time. Daddy this is Steve.
He rode against me today. Steve and I going to ride against
two cowboys tomorrow.
Well the next day came. Goldy and her Dad worked it
around where we did. Well we drawed to see which side
would ride first. The boys win to ride first. The cowboy
buckled his old kak on that bay pony and crawled on him and
said let him out. That old pony came out bucking. One of his
spulleathers broke and he grabbed the horn. He got off. That
didn't count in a contest. Call out Goldy Smith next rider.
Drove a wild pony in the chute and Goldy buckled her cack
[sic] on him. I told her to put that saddle high up on his
withers. She crawled up on that pony said let him out. That'
old pony came out. Sure was bucking but she was screwed
down in that saddle. She done a good job.
It was up to me to beat my cowboy. They run another
pony in, the chute and called that other cowpunchers name.
Can't remember what it was. He put his saddle on that old
pony and crawled on him and let him out. That old pony put
on a good show. Well the men was putting the pony in the
chute. One ear half gone. Called out Steve next rider. I drop
myoId kak on him and slipped it high up on his withers and
sure did buckle it down. I crawled on him and said let him out.
I screwed deep down in my saddle. Goldy and myself win the
contest by a few points.
We returned to the ranch. In our stay and taking in the
rodeo I met Mr. Miller the' man owned the 101 Ranch. He
asked me to come to see him some time. I told him I would.
I might want a job some time. He said come on. 'Cold weather
was coming on. This was a cold winter. The snow covered
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the country for months. The cattle didn't winter so good on
account of so much snow stayed on the ground so long. But
the spring was fine. The grass come early. This is the spring
of 1909. I was 19 years old when the spring work was over.
Throwed all the cattle in the valleys for winter and we rode
the gaps.
Us cowpunchers had to keep wood drug up or hauled up
and cutup and brought in for the cook. The cook was fixing
to get supper. I was out getting in wood for the night and
the rest of the punchers was playing poker. Was trouble going
on in the house. The cook ran out of the house and said Steve
a gang fight in the house. I dropped the wood and went inside. One of them boys throwed a chair at me and I ducked
and [it] hit the cook. Knocked him. That was a tough one.
The boss wasn't there. He had gone to town. He came in about
a week. He found out about the trouble among us boys in a
day or two [,] at thesupper table he said boys what was the
trouble the other evening. I was in the kitchen after the coffee
pot when he asked the question. I was glad after the coffee
pot. He was mad at the time.
When he got coolled off he called us all cowpunchers in.
Said boys I have to let all you go. You knew I would have
trouble among you boys. He let all go but the cook. I saddled
up one and packed the other on and went to town look for
another job. I rode up the stagecoach yard and got off my
dun pony. The man was running stage coach yard came out.
I unsaddled and unpacked. Put my ponies in a lot and fed
them and walked up to town to get a cup of coffee and a bite
to eat. For I was getting lank and my ponies was too. I went
in a grease joint. I drink a cup of coffee and went out and
walked a little farther and went in another place and set
down close to the door at a table looking in a morror was over
the bar and spied two cow punchers. I had seen in Colorado
but they didn't know me.
I was there about a week. I was in a hotel where all the
big cow men stayed when they was in town. Mr. Miller the
man owned the 101 Ranch he said hello, Steve. What are you
doing. I said I was taking in the sights. Was doing anything.
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Are you going to the ranch with me? I don't know yet. I had
told Mr. Willcock the boss for S P Ranch over on the Arizona
line I might work for him but I made up my mind I was going
to work for the one gave me the best job. I saw Mr. Miller
and he told me what he had to offer me. I told him I would
help him out. He told me my time would sta~t now. I asked
him when was he going back to the ranch. About a week he
said.
The second day after I was talking to Mr. Miller I saddled
up and packed my other pony and pulled out. It was a long
way there. I travelled up the Rio Grande River on the Old
Espejo Trail to Taos. That is in west of the Kit Carson Country. I had been on the trail several days. I topped a mountain
and was looking around and taken' my field glasses out and
looked the country over and seen a bunch of Indians coming
down the trail I was on. I didn't know just what I was going
to do. I had to do something so I quit the trail and rode down
to the river and got on a mountain and watch them. They
went on down the trail and found a few cows I had seen. The
cows I had seen as I came up the trail. I was sure glad they
found them cows. They drove them off. I was in a tight spot
for a little while. They finally went on and never saw me.
I pulled out up the river. About sundown I came upon a
cow camp and stayed all night. I knew the cowboy who stayed
at the camp. The next morning I pulled out just before sunrise and about sundown I came to one of the 101 Ranch
camps. Was a tough looking fellow at the corral. He said get
down and unsaddle. So I did. We went to the house and he
went to fixing supper. I sure was hungry and tired. I asked
him how far was it to the Miller's headquarters. He told me
are you going to work for the 101. I said maybe. I never told
him I had a job with that outfit. That day and time nobody
never did ask the other fellow where did he come from or
ask where he was going.
I reached the headquarters without much trouble. Got
stopped a couple of times. I rode up to the ranch and got off.
About a dozen cowboys around the corral. They all spoke.
One come over where I was. He said Jack is my name. I said
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Steve is mine. I said are you the wagon boss. And he said
yes, are you the Steve Mr. Miller told me about hiring. I don't
know but maybe. I said where are Miller. He said in Pueblo.
He will be back in a week. The boss said if you want to lay
around the ranch a few days and rest up that suited me. I
said you cut me three or four ponies out. I may want to fool
around some. So he did. That was a swell outfit. About a
quarter of a mile was a swell house.
I had been there two days. That morning of the second
day the boss left five ponies in the corral. When the boys
caught pony I caught me one nothing was said. I saddled
mine and climbed up on him. He sure did wap.t to buck but
I wouldn't let him. I rode him down to the bunkhouse and got
off and made me some coffee and was out on the porch drinking it. I looked up and seen four girls walking down to the
corral. I kept drinking my coffee but kept an eye on them
to see what they was going to do. They saddled up their
ponies. They came riding by and stopped. I said have a cup
of coffee, girls. They dismounted and came in. I got them
some coffee. A blond said what are your name. I said what
are your name? I didn't tell them my name. But I found out
what I wanted to know. They was wild west show girls.
I figured they was ranch girls the way they put the saddles
on them ponies and the way they got on them ponies. When
they finished their coffee they said you never did tell us your
name. Are you going with us [?,] maybe. So I stayed on the
outside of them. You couldn't tell what they would do. They
said you are a stranger in this country. Yes more or less. Are
you going to work on this ranch. Would mind all these good
looking girls. I don't know much about ranch work. What
do you do on the ranch. I got the low down. Ever thing I
learnt the 101 was going to put on a wild west show starting
in September and travel three months. Are you girls going
with the show? Yes they answered. What do a fellow have
to do? If I knew anything about a wild west show I would
like to go. We will show you.
The blond headed gal I saw her in Colorado at a wild west
show in 1905. I found out she was there but I never let on that
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I was there. We started back to the ranch. We come up on
some little turkeys and we caught 2 of them. And we went
on to the ranch. I said girls you all get off and I will make
some coffee and have a smoke of Bull Durham with our coffee.
You go up here with us. We will have coffee up here. Two
them gals was sports. Them other two was stuck up a little.
Mr. Miller came in a few days. The boss said Steve you go
into town and load the chuck wagon up with groceries and
tell them cowpunchers the wagon will start in fifteen days.
So I did. I went in the buckboard. It taken me 5 days to make
the trip. I brought one cow puncher with me. I knew this
cowboy, Hackberry Slim. I have called his name before. He
was a real cowboy and a bronc rider. We had a little trouble
getting things. The Pueblo country they was on the war path.
A bushwhacker killed one of the chief leaders a few days
before. We made it O. K. after talking to him. We drove up
to the ranch some of the punchers was at the corral. We unhooked from the buckboard. About that time the boss come
up. I said to Jack one cowboy come with me. Said that was
good. He said Steve, did you get the wagon loaded out? I said
yes and notified the cowboys.
About that time them gals .rode up. The boss and I still
talking. This blond head gal come over: where we was. He
said Steve this is my girl Goldy. She said Dad he went with
us the other day. We asked him his name but he didn't tell us.
Well the chuck wagon getting ready to start on the work.
The cowboys had gathered in. We rounded up the cow ponies
and the boss cut our mounts out to us cowboys. We had a
[wild] west show ever day we worked cattle for two and
half months. One morning a cowboy rode up to the chuck
wagon to get a drink of water. His old pony got buggered.
Went to bucking and bucked over the cook pot things and
turned over the coffee pot and knocked the chuck box lead
down and the cook got mad and they got into skable. I rode
up about that time. The cook had the butcher knife after that
old boy. I saw what kind shape ever thing was in. I never said
anything. That old cook sure was made. Ever thing was
. turned over and spilt everthing. Dinner was late and old cook
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was still mad. The horse ringler jumped in and helped the
cook get dinner ready.
The next day when we got the roundup throwed together
and we changed horses Slim and I rode to the chuck wagon
to get drink of water and a cup of coffee. Slim old pony got
buggered and went to bucking and bucked into my old pony
and he went to bucking and bucking rite into the chuck
wagon. The cook shook a sack at the old pony and he turned
back. I sure was glad. I didn't want that cook after me. We
got a drink and a cup .of coffee. I sure glad that old pony
turned back. I said cook I like to tore down ever thing. He
grin and said Steve I was getting ready to get mad. We got
through this work and the chuck wagon pulled into the ranch
the next day.
The boss sent five us cowboys to Panther Canyon Camp
to brand some calves and gather some ponies. We were there
after January. Jack the boss ca~e over and left Slim and
myself there and carried the other boys back with him. He
said Slim you and Steve be sure and hold them horses for
them are our rodio ponies. So we decided we would tryout
them old ponies. Some sure was salty and sure could buck
so we could spot the worst bucking ones so if they went with
the show we would know the worst ones.
Spring is here. This is spring of 1910. The boss come and
brought five cowpunchers. We carried the ponies to headquarters. It was the first of May. We started the cow work
the chuck wagon pulled out from the ranch the cow work
lasted about three months. When we finished the branding
the wagon pulled in. In a few days we begin getting things
ready for the wild west show the last of August. We left for
Colorado the first show was at I>urango. Anybody could inter
that wanted to. We put on a three day show there and the
next place was Pagosa Springs. Was a big Indian blowout.
I begin to wonder what that outfit was paying me the morning before we left for the next show.
I asked the show manager what was he paying me. He
said just what you have been drawing at the ranch. I said I
wont ride for that. All the outlaw horses in the country was
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brought in to be rode. One word and another. We got into
trouble. He hit me ~ith a quirt. That started the ball to rolling. The laws stopped us. Was going to throw me in jail. I
said bring him along too. I had a trial the next day. They
turned me loose. I told the law he havent paid me. I am going
after my money.. The law said I will go with you. I told the
law when we-get to the show for him to lag back not to go
up when I do. I told him I wanted my pay. Now he paid me
then. All I had in the show was my saddle and my bedroll.
The law said I will carry you and your outfit to the wagon
yard. So he did. I hung around a few days.
I never liked that country so I taken stage coach. I left
my ponies at the ranch so I had to go and get them when I
got back to the ranch Jack the boss seen me and met me.
He said how are everthing. All right I said I could work for
ranch wages so I quit [the rodeo]. You can work here this
winter. I finished the winter there. I told the boss I was going
to town. I would be gone week or ten days. My idea was to
get me another job. Was one [town] big ranch owners will
be in. I wanted to see them for I knew that joker was running
that show would be in. I didn't want to look at him for I was
out of snuff already. I saddled up myoId dun pony and packed
the other one. I rode into town and put my pony in stage
coach yard and feed them. The man was running the yard
hello Steve. I fooled around a few days and seen several of
the big boys and hard [hired] out to Slaughter of the Long
Ranch,iLP brand. He asked my name I said Steve. Yes, I have
heard about you. I said nothing good. He said Steve you hang
around about a week. My boss are coming into town and we
will go back with him. I fooled around town and'went in them
joints and watched them dance and drink and fight. I didn't
take much hand in it, The gals said you don't drink, A little
maybe, I said. Never seen you. Are you a U. S. Marshall?
You never can tell. That the answer I said. I never did get
too thich with anyone. Would say most was gamblers and
pimps. Don't fall for anything for they will roll you fo~ what
you had. Boys you watch your step now. I have been all down
the line.
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The boss got into town. I run into them at a cafe.
Slaughter said come around and set down. So I did. So the
big boss said this is my boss Ed. Steve. I eat with them. He
said we will go to the ranch in a few days.
One night I was sitting in a cafe at the table close to the
door drinking a cup of coffee waiting for my orders. Two
tuff looking guys came in the door and stood up and ordered
coffee. They hair and beard was long. Was a girl waited on
them. One said are the boss in this joint. She said he not in
know. They drink their coffee and walk through the door
into the back. Was a bunch of girls in there. Didn't stay long
come out. As they come by me one said we come back later.
Was a good many miners workerd in town. Was a gambling
joint up the street and they went in there. Was['nt] long
was a gun fight. Nobody don't ask any questions.
We left the next day for the ranch. That was the last time
I saw a town for nine months; That was a hard country to
work in. Mountains, canyons, was Sandia Indian reservation
had to watch them all time. Had to stay on the good side with
them. Give them a beef once in a while.
Well the spring of 1911 we started out on the spring work.
We had been working about a month when two fellers rode
up the chuck wagon. No one there but the cook and the horses
rangIer. They drink coffee. When they drink the coffee we
need some chuck. Don't move. You won't get hurt. He sacked
up some chuck and rode off. We got the roundup throwed
together and went to eat[,] the cook said I had a visitor.
Stuck me up and got a sack of chuck and rode off. That was
a new cook in the country. Ed the boss said that nothing new.
Just feed them. That was a tough country. In ever way cattle
rustlers outlaws.
Well we finished that cow work and pulled into headquarters. In a few days the boss begin to shape things for
winter. He had too many cow punchers. Had no work for
them all. Paid a bunch of them off and left. I come in one
evening. I had been scouting Sandia Indian Ridge. The boss
was at corral said Steve tomorrow you get ready. I want you
to go to Nogall Camp. That was about 20 miles from head-

WEST OF THE PECOS

107

quarters. I will send another cowboy to help you. The next
morning I begin to get ever thing ready. Loaded up the buckboard with chuck and some corn for my ponys to eat. I carried
three of my best ponys. I had some good ponys. The boss told
one of the cowboys to take the chuck and horse feed for me.
I saddled one 'and packed one when we got ready to start I
tied one pony to the other tail and pull out. The boss said
Steve I will see you ina few days.
Well we made it to the camp all right. It was a lonesome
looking place. Noone hadn't stayed there for five or six
months. Had some good corrals. Unloaded my chuck and
horse feed and I put my ponies in the trap. Had a good trap.
And looked ever thing over. The cowboy brought my stuff for
me. He stayed all night with me. He started back the next
morning after he left I saddled up and scouted around to spot
things. I carried my gun. No one left the house without
earring his gun. I saw bobcats, panthers the first day out.
I had been there about a month. One morning I wanted
some fresh meat. I rode about a mile or so. I rode up on a tall
hill not much brush and taken out my field glasses. Looked
around. I saw didn't know what. After a while I could tell
what it was. A cougar killing a young burro. The rest of them
burros was giving him a hard time. I didn't find me a young
deer. The next day I went by where the cougar killed that
little feller. Didn't eat nothing but the hindquarters.
Some time in December was snow on the ground. My
horse began snorting and raising cain. I grabbed my gun and
opened the door. Was a panther. He run behind some brush.
Did Shoot-when you shoot you hafta[,] you don't know who
are around. Well the boss sent another cowboy down to help
me. Was bothered too much. Some time I would come in
somebody had come by and cooked and eat but always wash
the dishes. Was long after this cowboy come down to help me
was a feller rode up about sunrise a pretty clean looking guy.
He had two sixshooters on and a Winchester buckled on his
saddle and riding a good pony. I asked him down and fixed
him something to eat. Didn't talk much. In fact nobody didn't
talk much. He asked how far was to the Scabeae Ranch. I told
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him what I thought. You could tell he wasn't a tenderfoot. It
scared that old boy [who] was helping me. After he left he
asked me do you know him. I said no. When someone come up
you don't say anything but hang around. You can't tell who
they are or what they want.
A while before we went to the headquarters two Sandia
Indians come up to a spring where we got our water. I started
down there. Button said are you going down there. Yes. I
went down they was getting a drink. We are out of beef. Well
we will find one. Kept my eye on them. Didn't go far. Found
a stray. It was fat. I said there [is] a good one. The old chief
killed it with his bow and arrow and taken its bowels out and
got two sticks and taken rawhide and tied the sticks together
and put the beef on them sticks and tied the beef and pulled
out. If you stayed you had to be good to the Indians.
The boss sent the buckboard and we went back to the
headquarters and the wagon started in a few days. It was the
spring of 1912. When the wagon started the spring work the
grass was good and the ponies was fat and salty. The wagon
was out nearly three months marking and branding and
holding fat cows and steers. Pulled in and we held them cows
and steers in a short time we left for Romeo, Colorado. Some
of the cowboys hadn't been to town in 9 months. I hadn't seen
a female but Mexican or Indian. Well we travelled very slow.
Slaughter said take your time. Warited them in good shape.
We was on the road nearly 30 days. We had quite a bit of
trouble. Gave 3 fat cows to the Indians so we could get
through their country. We finally reached Romeo and turned
the cattle over to the one [who] bought them.

(To be continued)

